ARTHUR  PLATT
plays, and the great poets of Persia, was steeped in Dante,
and had produced a number of ingenious emendations of the
corrupt text of Jane Austen, whose novels he knew almost by
heart.
When Ker had just published, and presented to the College
Library, his two volumes of selections from Dryden's prose,
and the volumes had been placed upon the shelf in the common
room reserved for books recently added to the Library: 1 saw
them in the common room,5 said Platt to Ker, 'but I did not
look at them.' That is hypocrisy,' retorted Ker. 'No,' said
Platt, el had bought and read a copy of my own, so why should
I look at the Library copy?3 That,3 said W. P. K., cis a bigger
lie than the first.' It was, however, quite true; and how
many professors of Greek would trouble to read Dryden's
critical prose?
The most brilliant of all Goodwin's pupils, Mrs. Graigie
(John Oliver Hobbes), had applied to her professor the lines:
He was a scholar, and a ripe and good one ,..
Lofty and sour to them that loved him not,
But to those men that sought him, sweet as summer.
No lines could better describe Platt than the first and the third;
whether the second is equally applicable, we in University Col-
lege shall never know, for there has never been any one who
loved him not.
Children as well as grown-ups, and animals as well as man-
kind. I remember seeing in the giraffe house at the Zoo a crowd
of children watching a giraffe, its neck stretched to capacity, rub-
bing its head backwards and forwards, like a cat, on the head of
a visitor. The object of this somewhat embarrassing affection
turned his head: it was Platt. At one time he was going about
with three distinct wounds inflicted by the mistaken enthusiasm
of his dumb friends at the Zoo. There was a goat who loved to
bring his horns thwack against the bars of his cage. Platt used
to relieve the monotony of that goat's existence by slyly putting
his fingers inside the cage. Once only did the goat win the game,
and Platt's finger was bound up for weeks.
His fun was a contrast to the grave friendliness with which
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